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NOSTALGIA
Raemarie Bruce
November 1980
 “So what’s the future like?” Mike Beckett asks his future self.
 His future doesn’t know what to say. It’s not like he could tell him what 
the future was like, and give himself any more existential dread. But it’s 
not like he could lie, and say the present was okay, because then he would 
have to explain why he left the future anyway and why he’s now living in 
his treehouse.
 “You’ll find out when you’re older,” Is what he settles on answering. 
 They both hate that phrase. But Mike can’t think of anything else to say. 
 “What, you can’t say anything because me knowing about the future will 
cause it to change?” His past self asks him. 
 “I’m talking to myself, aren’t I? I don’t care about any space-time con-
tinuum,” Mike says. “I couldn’t stay in the future, so I wanted to go back to 
a simpler time.”
  His past self is silent for a while.
 “If you’re gonna stay in our treehouse…” He finally says. “Then you got-
ta take me to the movies, alright?”
 They go see all the greats. ‘Raiders of the Lost Ark’, ‘History of the World 
part 1’, ‘Time Bandits’, ‘The Great Muppet Caper’…He gets to experience 
them for them for the first time again. More than that, he gets to share 
them with someone. He’s a little upset that ‘Groundhog Day’ and ‘Bill and 
Ted’s Excellent Adventure’ won’t come out for a couple more years, but it’s 
not like he’s going back to the future anytime soon.
 He’s not an idiot. He takes with him a sports almanac with all the major 
events from 1950 to 2000. He makes his empire.
 It’s a modest house with two bedrooms; one for him and a partner, the 
other for his past self when he visits. He rips up the lawn and starts a veg-
gie garden. He adopts a dog, a beagle named Copernicus. He wants to get 
some solar panels, but there aren’t any commercially available for houses 
yet. He decorates with toys, not because they’ll be collector’s items in a few 
decades and will make him even richer, but because they make him happy. 
He makes just enough to get by, and donates the rest to charities and his 
past self’s college fund.
 His past self is visiting more often now, now that he’s starting to realize 
he’s into guys. His past self thinks he’s insane.
 “Haven’t you ever seen ‘Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous’?” His past 
self asks him. “Don’t you wanna be like them?”
 “No. And why are you watching that crap? I never did,” He asks. 
 “I don’t watch it a lot…but sometimes it comes on before ‘He-Man’,” His 
past self says.
 That’s another thing he failed to consider before going back; how little 
the shows that are actually good are on. He misses the Internet.
 “Look, we don’t need fancy clothes or fast cars to be happy,” He says. 
“Greed helps nobody.”
 He forgot that awful people existed in the 80’s, too. He forgot how awful 
people made the 80’s, and the 80’s made them. But it’s not like he wants 
to be a billionaire, after all. So long as he can keep his head down and not 
rub elbows with the people who will bankrupt the world, he thinks he’ll 
survive.
 He’s disgusted as he sees people flock back to Reagan. But it doesn’t 
surprise him. A post-war, post-recession America looks back on the past 
and elects a conservative government because things were better back 
then so it’ll make things better now. It’s the reason why he left, after all.
 The more things change.
 He won’t really come out of the closet for a couple more years. Not be-
cause he’s afraid of how his parents will react, not because he’s unsure of 
himself, but because it’s risky. It’s the height of the AIDS crisis, after all.
 But Mike has been openly gay for the last few years before he went back 
in time. And he wants to date a boy again so bad. 
 It takes him forever to find even a decent gay bar. He may not be afraid, 
but it’s not like he could bring it up casually anymore. He’s one of the 
only gay men there that isn’t a drag queen. Not that there’s a problem 
with drag, of course, but Mike has never thought that he needed to dress 
himself up to be who he was.  None of them understand his gay jokes, and 
some even think they’re an insult. 
 But then he meets James. Recently out, recently homeless, and recently 
infected with HIV.
 James becomes another casualty. 
 He mourns, and quilts, and protests, and riots, and wonders about how 
things haven’t really changed. 
 So he tries the 60’s next.
May 1969
 It was the time his parents always looked backed on fondly. But as 
things go on, he wonders why.
 Woodstock happens. In a haze of booze and weed, he thinks about how 
he could go back to the 50’s and copyright all the Beatles songs before they 
wrote them, but that stops when he considers Yoko Ono would definitely 
be able to spot a time traveler. 
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 He thinks about James, who wouldn’t even be five years old now, as he 
tears through the news for Stonewall.
 Then the Kent State shootings happen, and he realizes that nothing’s 
really changed here, either.
June 1950
 McCarthyism rises.
 The more things stay the same.
 He doesn’t stay for long.
July 1928
 He skips the 40’s and 30’s entirely. What was he supposed to do, enjoy 
World War 2 and the Great Depression? It’s hard to think that anyone 
would try and romanticize that time. But that’s how it worked, right?  
The twenty year cycle, or thirty, or forty. Maybe even a hundred. After 
all, Dadaism is thriving, Europe is in shambles, everyone is broke and the 
right wing is on the rise, so nobody has learned a goddamn thing.
 So he’s stuck in 1928 until he can think of something better. That’s 
when he finds himself. Literally. 
 It never occurred to him what he would look like when he was in his 
fifties, or maybe even older. Sometimes, at his lowest moments, it never 
even occurred to him he could live that long. But there he is, balding and 
old but alive and well. 
 “What are you doing here?” He asks.
 “Coke. With coke,” His future self says. “Care to join me?”
 That made sense. Honestly, with everything else that had happened, 
Mike wondered why that wasn’t his first idea. But he left any hope of a coke 
addiction back in the 80’s the second time, so he just joins him for now.
 “So…where are we going from here?” Mike asks.
 “That’s up for you to decide,” His future self says. 
 “I am you!” Mike says. “So where are we going from here? The 80’s 
sucked, the 50’s sucked, I don’t want to die of dysentery on the Oregon 
Trail, so where do we go?”
 “Then it looks like we have to go forward,” His future self says. “Back to 
the future.” 
 “Does it get any better?” Mike asks.
 “No.” His future self says. “But we can’t undo all the evils of humanity 
on our own. We can just do what we can,”
 The idea of going back terrifies him. But it’s better than going back to 
the 50’s. It’s better than the 60’s. It was better than even the 80’s. Things 
were getting better.
 “Wanna go kill Hitler?” He asks.
 “Thought you’d never ask,” His future self says.
 They also had to make things better.
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